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" Since Life's so short, we'll live to laugh;
Ah ! wherefore waste a minute !
If youth's the cup we yet can quaff,
Be love the pearl within it 1 "l
To these pagan strains each girl in turn tried to wrest
the loving-cup from the hands of Stefan, who showed an
ardour which he had never evinced at rehearsals. The
knowledge that he was carrying his audience with him;
that he could pky at will on the emotions of the spectators;
that, for the moment, he was dictator of their thoughts,
controller of their enthusiasms ; that they would believe
what he wanted them to believe, that they would feel
what he wanted them to feel, inspired Stefan, and he
infected Marie, as sensitive as he, with his enthusiasm.
His imagination was stirred. For one short moment,
Stefan believed that he actually was possessed of godhead
and that he was not in the New Art Theatre, but gambol-
ling on the Islands of the Blest.
"Drink!   Drink!
What need to shrink,
When the lamps alone can see us ? "
It was with infinite regret that Stefan heard this
musical cue to return to his original position, for it
warned him that the supreme moment of his triumph
was about to terminate. Both he and Marie wore
ecstatic expressions, as the human statues remained
motionless before darkness enveloped them.
Again Gkucus and his friends recumbent on their
easeftd couches occupied the front of the stage. Again
the marble fountain decorated the impluvmm. The
Athenian stirred, rubbed his eyes and stretched out his
arms yearningly towards the Bacchantes adorning the
ornament. ** So it was only a dream that my fountain
came to life," he said wistfully. " Ah, well! I thank
the gods for affording me this one short glimpse of the
celestial regions/'
1 Tfo Last Days of Pompeii, by Bulwe* Lytton,